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hearers  thought  it  to  have,  cannot  survive  the  press;  but  the 
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DISCOURSE. 


There  is  no  teacher  of  unerring  truth  but  the 
Lord  our  God,  and  our  meditations  in  his  House  of 
Prayer  should  ever  be  upon  lessons  which  He  hath 
given.  It  is  not  only  from  his  written  Word  that 
those  lessons  may  be  learned.  He  speaks  to  us  in 
the  voice  of  Nature,  for  all  his  works  are  eloquent 
of  instruction;  and  in  the  doings  of  his  Providence 
every  event  is  ordered  by  his  sovereign  Will,  to 
remind  us  that  "  He  is  God,  and  beside  Him  there 
is  none  else."  "There  are  diversities  of  operations, 
but  it  is  the  same  God,  which  worketh  all  in  all." 
Each  is  a  revelation  of  that  Divine  Wisdom,  in 
which  the  awakened  soul  may  hear  "deep  calling 
unto  deep."  Yes!  often,  when  the  Bible  seems 
written  for  the  careless  heart  in  vain;  when  Na- 
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ture,  with  all  her  varied  wonders,  fails  to  lead  us 
upward  to  her  Maker  and  ours;  God,  by  some 
stupendous  act  of  Providence,  compels  us  to  trem- 
ble before  his  mysterious  Presence,  and  own  the 
majesty  of  his  resistless  Might.  At  such  a  time, 
we  need  not  search  his  holy  pages  for  a  theme. 
God  gives  the  text,  and  it  becomes  us  humbly  to 
bow,  and  learn  as  "  God  the  Lord  doth  speak." 

His  terror  is  upon  us  now.  As  though  an  arch- 
angel had  blown  his  trump,  an  oracle  has  come 
forth  to  us  from  the  high  place  of  our  land.  A 
Avail  of  lamentation,  like  that  of  all  Israel  weeping 
in  Ramah,  when  they  buried  Samuel  the  Law- 
giver; a  cry  of  dismay,  such  as  burst  from  their 
despairing  hosts  when  the  Ark  was  lost,  has  gone 
up  from  this  vast  nation.  The  storm-cloud,  whose 
portentous  shadow  suddenly  darkened  all  our  bor- 
ders with  fear,  has  broken  upon  our  heads.  Our 
many-hearted  prayer  has  not  been  heard.  Even 
as  the  beseeching  accents  were  upon  our  lips,  the 
bolt  fell — had  fallen.  The  chosen  head  of  his 
countrymen;  the  foremost  citizen  of  all,  where  all 
are  free;  the  hope,  the  trust,  the  very  idol  of  mil- 
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lions;  the  hero,  the  patriot,  the  statesman,  the 
venerable  father,  when  as  yet  his  foot  had  but 
touched  the  Capitoline  height  where  authority  wel- 
comed him;  when  the  acclamations,  that  hailed 
with  thundering  response  his  earnest  promises  of 
determined  faith  to  his  country's  welfare,  had  not 
died  away  among  the  far  mountains  of  the  confeder- 
acy; before  his  aged  frame,  borne  down  less  by  years 
than  honours,  had  slept  one  calm  sleep  from  the 
weariness  of  grateful  joy ;  hath  ceased  from  among 
us,  for  God  hath  taken  him.  The  laurel  and  the 
civic  wreath,  that  but  a  few  days  since  mingled 
their  foliage  with  the  hoariness  of  his  illustrious 
head,  are  lying  yet  green  upon  his  bier.  His  lips, 
scarce  cold  from  the  fervour  of  classic  eloquence,* 

*  The  preacher  frankly  confesses  that  he  is  not  one  of  those 
who  thought  the  classical  references  in  which  our  late  President 
so  much  delighted,  ill-timed  or  out  of  taste.  The  better  writers 
of  our  language  have  abounded  in  them,  and  it  is  a  matter  of 
regret  that  such  allusions  are  not  more  frequent.  There  is  a 
gracefulness  about  the  incidents  of  Greek  and  Roman  story  as 
they  have  come  down  to  us,  which  adorns,  while  their  example 
instructs.  The  charge  of  pedantry  is  easily  made  by  those  who 
would  conceal  by  a  sneer  their  own  ignorance  of  what  every 
well-read  man  should  know,  and  their  insensibility  to  that  which 
every  student  must  feel.  No  man  understands  the  present,  who 
cannot  compare  it  with  the  past. 
B 
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and  yet  more  recently  hallowed,  as  we  trust,  with 
answered  prayer,  shall  speak  no  more  till  the 
morning  of  the  resurrection.  His  ear,  that  had 
thrilled  with  a  nation's  praises,  and,  as  we  trust, 
in  his  parting  moments,  with  the  voice  of  holy  pre- 
paration for  a  meeting  with  God;  that  was  never 
before  insensible  to  the  voice  of  his  country,  hears 
not  her  moanings  around  his  tomb.  His  kindly 
heart,  that  throbbed  high  with  noble  purposes,  is 
still.  "The  shield  of  the  mighty  is  vilely  cast 
away,  ...  as  though  he  had  not  been  anointed 
with  oil."  "All  they  that  are  about  him  bemoan 
him,  and  all  they  that  know  his  name  say,  How 
is  the  strong  staff  broken  and  the  beautiful  rod!" 
"  For,  behold,  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Hosts  hath 
taken"  from  us  ...  .  "the  mighty  man,  and  the 
man  of  war,  the  judge  ....  and  the  prudent,  and 
the  ancient,  and  the  honourable  man,  and  the 
counsellor  .  .  .  and  the  eloquent  orator." 

The  calamity  is  ours,  but  for  him  (I  speak  of 
this  life,  leaving  the  decisions  of  eternity  where 
they  are  veiled  from  mortal  sight)  it  is  well.  His 
death  has  been  glorious.     History  hath  scarce  an 
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equal  instance.  The  most  lofty  station,  the  most 
noble  office  man  can  confer  on  man,  was  his;  but 
one  difficult  as  it  is  eminent,  which  none  has  ever 
yet  borne,  and,  until  political  parties  among  us 
learn  a  more  honourable  charity  than  any  of  them 
have  manifested,  I  verily  believe  none  ever  can 
bear,  without  meeting  harsh  and  unjust  judgment 
from  the  prejudice  of  opponents.  Indeed,  we  may 
say,  such  is  the  vastness  of  its  care,  the  variety  of 
interests  to  be  watched  over  and  adjusted,  and  the 
multitude  of  opinions  to  be  met,  no  mortal  could 
fill  that  magistracy  without  exciting  the  doubts  and 
the  censures  of  even  honest,  intelligent  men.  But 
now,  when  hope  in  him  was  at  the  highest;  before 
envy  had  found  a  joint  in  his  harness  for  a  dart; 
or  suspicion  fixed  one  shadow  on  his  course;  or 
the  horde  of  office-seeking  sycophants,  who  crushed 
him  between  the  door-posts  of  his  new  home  by 
their  indecent  pressure,  had  turned  in  malignant 
disappointment  to  bark  at  the  hand  from  which 
they  sought  bread,  but  that  could  not,  or  would  not 
feed  them  all;  he  has  gone  to  his  rest  with  all  his 
honours  fresh  around  him.  He,  at  least,  was  not 
made  to  feel  the  sting  of  ingratitude  and  unmerited 
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reproach,  as  every  one  of  those  honourable  patriots 
who  sat  in  that  chair  before  him,  aye,  even  Wash- 
ington himself,  felt  it.  The  disturber  of  his  me- 
mory must  now  seem  guilty  of  strange  sacrilege, 
as  though  he  robbed  a  grave. 

But  my  duty,  to-day,  is  not  eulogy.  It  is  to  en- 
treat you,  in  the  name  of  God,  to  profit  by  the  les- 
sons He  teaches  us  in  this  act  of  his  providence. 

What  a  severe  rebuke  does  this  sad  event 
give  to  political  bigotry  and  rash  invective 
against  the  motives  of  those  who  differ  from 
us  in  opinion! 

Standing,  in  our  imagination,  this  morning  beside 
the  grave  of  our  departed  patriot,  who,  even  of 
those  that  struggled  most  against  his  rise,  can  look 
down  upon  his  sleeping  dust,  nor  feel  a  pang  of 
keen  reproach,  if  ever  he  hath  done  his  honour 
wrong,  or  breathed  a  hasty  word  that  might  have 
touched  his  honest  heart,  or  cast  an  insult  upon  his 
time-honoured  name?  And  vile,  yes,  very  vile  is 
he,  whose  resentments  the  grave  cannot  still. 
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Whence  this  sacredness  which  death  throws 
over  the  memory  of  character  and  life?  Is  it  be- 
cause the  dead  are  defenceless,  and  return  not  an 
answer  again?  Is  it  because  God  hath  come  in 
between  us  and  our  fellow  creature,  and  vindicated 
his  right  to  be  judge  alone?  Is  it  because  in  the 
humiliations  of  the  sepulchre,  we  see  the  frailty  of 
that  nature  we  share  with  the  departed,  our  own 
aptness  to  err,  and  how  liable  we  are  to  be  mis- 
judged? O  my  friends,  why  should  we  wait  for 
death  to  teach  us  charity,  when  it  is  too  late  to 
practise  it,  and  repentance  hath  become  remorse? 
Why  not  remember  that  the  living  require  our 
candour  and  forbearance?  Nay,  that  we  need  their 
candour  and  forbearance?  Why  reserve  all  our 
gentleness  of  judgment  for  the  dead,  who  are  be- 
yond the  reach  of  our  absolution?  They  were 
once  as  the  living,  and  the  living  shall  soon  be  as 
they.  It  is,  indeed,  enough  to  bring  us  back  to  a 
better  trust  in  human  nature,  to  witness  such  a 
spectacle  of  union  in  sorrow  and  honour  for  our 
departed  chief  among  those,  who,  a  little  while 
since,  were  divided  into  earnest  and  opposing  fac- 
tions ;  but  oh !  would  it  not  be  far  more  ennobling^ 
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to  see  the  living  pledging  themselves  to  the  living 
over  the  fresh  earth  of  his  grave,  that  henceforth, 
though  they  may  honestly  differ  in  their  doctrines 
and  policy,  they  will  yet  believe  in  the  uprightness 
of  each  other's  motives,  and  the  sincerity  of  each 
other's  belief?  How  hateful  does  censorious  bitter- 
ness and  sneering  suspicion  look  in  the  face  of  your 
opponent?  Yet  such  is  your  deformity  in  his  sight, 
when  you  revile  his  principles  and  rail  against  his 
friends.  When,  oh!  when  shall  this  rancour,  this 
cruel  persecution  for  opinion's  sake,  this  damning 
inquisition  after  false  motives,  this  fratricidal  rend- 
ing of  heart  from  heart,  because  our  mental  vision 
is  not  the  same — this  exiling  of  the  honourable 
from  the  honourable,  because  they  have  not  the 
same  sibilation  in  their  Shibboleth — this  waste  of 
wealth  of  mental  power  and  untiring  zeal,  which 
our  country  and  our  whole  country  should  enjoy — 
when  shall  it  cease?  Must  it  be  perpetual?  I 
know  that  the  words  of  a  poor  preacher  are  weak 
against  this  strong  and  vast  spreading  evil;  but  as 
I  love  my  country,  and  God  knows  I  love  her  from 
my  inmost  heart,  and  never  more  than  in  this  hour 
of  her  sorrow,  I  must  speak.    I  cannot  believe  that 
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I  have  a  right  to  hate  and  despise  my  brother  be- 
cause he  reads  another  book  than  my  own,  or  that 
he  should  hate  and  despise  me,  because  conviction 
forces  me  to  cling  to  mine. 

how  striking  is  this  proof  of  our  dependence 
upon  God! 

A  vast  number  of  our  people  were  looking  up  to 
him,  who  is  gone,  as  a  saviour  and  deliverer  from 
the  pressure  of  heavy  national  distresses.  Their 
confidence  in  his  honest  purpose  to  do  all  that  un- 
tiring zeal  could  do  to  achieve  such  a  result,  was, 
I  firmly  believe,  not  misplaced.  What  would  have 
been  the  efficiency  of  the  means  employed,  it 
would  be  going  beyond  permitted  limits  for  me  to 
hazard  an  open  conjecture.  I  fear,  however,  that 
the  cause  and  the  cure  of  our  troubles  lie  deeper 
than  the  ability  of  any  administration,  however 
able  or  patriotic,  to  reach.  No  government  can 
save  us,  except  we  be  true  to  ourselves  in  fru- 
gality, industry,  and  sterling  morality.  I  speak 
not  as  a  politician,  but  as  a  teacher  of  that  Word 
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which  keeps  the  record—"  In  the  sweat  of  -thy 
face  thou  shalt  eat  bread;"  and,  "he  who  hasteth 
to  be  rich  hath  an  evil  eye,  and  considereth  not 
that  poverty  shall  come  upon  him ;"  and  yet  again, 
"the  borrower  shall  be  servant  to  the  lender." 
But,  certainly,  there  was  large  expectation  and 
enthusiastic  hope  in  the  skill  and  faithfulness  of 
him,  for  whose  sudden  and  melancholy  loss  we 
wear  these  badges  of  mourning.  Your  own  hearts 
will  tell  you,  whether,  with  such  expectations  from 
the  distinguished  instrument,  there  was  mingled 
sufficient  trust  in  Him,  who  is  Sovereign  over  all, 
and  without  whose  blessing  all  the  wit  of  man 
must  fail.  If  there  hath  been  an  idolatry  of  the 
creature,  God  hath  vindicated  his  own  right  to  be 
our  confidence  and  our  stay.  How  in  a  moment, 
when  we  least  thought  of  it,  has  he  dashed  many 
hopes  in  pieces !  He  gave  his  messenger  the  war- 
rant, and  a  nation's  prayers  and  tears  could  not 
stay  the  determined  blow.  The  work  was  as 
surely  done  beneath  the  proud  roof  of  a  nation's 
love,  as  within  the  humble  cabin  on  the  far  west- 
ern border.     We  are  in   the  hand  of  God,  our 
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lives,  our  fortunes,  our  rulers.  We  are  in  the 
hand  of  God.  O  let  us  cast  ourselves  humbly 
upon  his  promise,  and  seek  his  favour  through 
Jesus  Christ  his  Son,  that  the  hand  of  God  may 
be  a  Father's  hand  that  blesses  while  He  chas- 
tens. 

HOW    SOLEMN    IS    THE    WARNING    FOR    US    ALL    TO 
PREPARE  TO  MEET  OUR  God! 

It  has  been  idly  said,  that  "Death  loves  a 
shining  mark."  He  is  indeed  busy  with  the  great, 
but  not  less  busy  with  the  obscure  and  mean. 
"The  insatiate  archer"  has  an  arrow  for  each  of 
us.  "To  the  same  complexion  we  must  come  at 
last."  "  The  like  event  happeneth  to  us  all."  He 
hath  occasions  which  are  more  remarkable,  and 
rarely,  indeed  never  in  this  land,  hath  he  struck 
such  terror  by  a  single  shaft  as  now.  We  looked 
not  for  his  coming  to  that  honoured  threshold, 
now  overhung  with  the  melancholy  signs  of  his 
dark  presence.  The  old  soldier,  it  was  fondly 
thought,  had  won  new  vigour  from  the  people's 
blessing;— 
c 
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For  yet  his  lusty  age  seemed  fresh  and  green, 
His  hoary  head  nobly  erect  was  seen, 
Nor  needed  he  on  stronger  staff  to  lean.* 

But  he  is  gone.  Death's  next  message  may  be  to 
me,  to  you.  Are  we  ready?  O  my  hearer,  let 
us  not  amuse  ourselves  with  dreamy  imaginings. 
The  change  is  awful  from  time  to  eternity.  It  is 
as  awful  to  meet  the  summons  on  our  humble 
beds,  as  though  we  were  canopied  with  purple; 
alone,  as  though  surrounded  by  groups  of  pale 
friends.  We  know  not  when  he  may  come,  but 
when  he  doth  meet  us,  it  is  to  bring  us  suddenly 
before  our  God.  While  the  Chief  Magistrate  lay 
in  the  agonies  of  death,  with  a  nation  weeping 
around  him,  how  many,  of  whom  the  world  knew 
little,  were  in  the  same  dread  article?  As  they 
passed  the  mysterious  gate  the  inequalities  of  earth 
were  left  behind.  One  moment  beyond  this  life, 
and  it  will  avail  us  nothing  whether  we  may  have 
been  rich  or  poor,  honoured  or  unknown.     Our 


*  Dum  nova  canities,  dum  prima  et  recta  senectus, 
Dum  superest  Lachesi  quod  torqueat  et  pedibus  me 
Porto  meiF,  nullo  dextram  subeunle  bacillo. 

Juv.  Sat.  Ill  26,  ?.  8 
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eternity  shall  be  begun,  an  eternity  of  changeless 
blessedness,  or  of  changeless  wo.  If  we  be  lost, 
who  can  sufficiently  deplore  the  amazing  ruin? 
and  as  we  look  back  on  life,  how  poor  shall  the 
whole  world  appear  to  have  been,  compared  to 
the  undying  anguish  of  the  soul?  If  we  be  saved, 
who  can  estimate  the  weight  of  glory  God  shall 
bestow  upon  our  immortal  spirits?  and  as  we  look 
back  on  life,  how  light  shall  the  utmost  suffering 
here  appear  to  have  been,  compared  to  eternal 
raptures  before  the  face  of  God?  Is  it  wise  then 
to  run  such  a  desperate  risk  as  this?  Is  it  ra- 
tional to  pervert  and  abuse  a  very  small  part  of 
our  being,  and  so  render  all  the  future  miserable? 
Ought  we  not  rather  to  prepare  ourselves  for  our 
tremendous  trial,  and  prepare  at  once,  that  whe- 
ther death  come  upon  us  at  noon  or  evening,  at 
midnight  or  at  dawn,  he  may  find  us  watching? 

HOW    IMPORTANT,    THEREFORE,    THAT    WE    CHOOSE 
AND     FOLLOW     THE     RELIGION     OF     OUR     LORD     JeSUS 

Christ  ! 

With  what  interest  was  the  inquiry  made,  whe- 
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ther  our  venerable  President  died  a  Christian? 
and  that,  not  by  Christians  only,  but  men  who 
are  but  too  indifferent  to  their  own  religious  safe- 
ty !  What  horror  would  have  been  added  to  our 
present  gloom,  if  indeed  he  had  died  and  "left  no 
sign"  of  trust  in  the  cross?  What  unspeakable 
consolation  to  hear  so  many  cheering  testimonies, 
that  he  was  prepared  to  take  up  his  cross  and 
follow  Christ  in  the  open  walk  of  a  Christian  pro- 
fession? Wherefore  is  this  anxiety  about  his  re- 
ligious character,  but  because  a  hope  on  the  pro- 
mise of  Christ  was,  after  all  that  could  be  heaped 
upon  him  by  admiring  millions,  the  only  trea- 
sure, dignity  and  delight,  he  could  carry  with  him 
into  the  eternal  world.  Better  the  lisping  child 
that  loves  Jesus,  the  very  least  in  the  kingdom  of 
God,  than  the  mightiest  of  the  sons  of  men  with- 
out such  faith! 

Come  with  me,  my  hearers,  who  are  accus- 
tomed to  enter  carelessly  the  house  of  God  and 
listen  with  easy  indifference  to  the  words  of  the 
preacher,  as  though  they  reached  not  the  pride 
of  your  position,  nor  suited   the  range  of  your 
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thoughts;  let  me  take  you  with  me  to  the 
death  chamber  of  him  we  now  mourn.  Pale 
and  worn,  the  hero,  whom  his  country  delighted  to 
honour,  lies  upon  his  fevered  bed.  The  statesmen 
whom  he  had  called  to  assist  him  in  the  toils  of 
government  are  watching  around  him  with  tearful 
eyes,  but  it  is  not  upon  their  faces  he  looks  with 
the  most  earnest  interest.  The  cares  they  shared 
with  him  are  past.  Only  one  sentence  more  shall 
prove  his  love  of  country  strong  in  death.  But  he 
looks  for  the  meek  countenance  of  the  minister  of 
God.  His  words  are  the  accents  the  dying  man 
wishes  to  hear,  and  he  seeks  to  follow  the  simple 
prayer  which  is  breathed  by  his  side;  the  book 
which  has  just  fallen  from  his  failing  hand,  is  the 
volume  which  tells  of  "  Christ  the  Resurrection  and 
the  Life,  in  whom  if  a  man  believe,  though  he  die, 
yet  shall  he  live."  That  Word  is  the  only  lamp 
that  gleams  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  whose  gloom  is  already  upon  him.  Another 
moment— and  the  spirit  hath  past. 

Tell  me  now,  doth  not  the  cross  put  to  shame 
all  honours  else?     Is  there  not  a  dignity  in  the 
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hope  of  the  Gospel  above  all  other  pride?  a  vic- 
tory in  its  power  above  all  the  boasts  of  valour? 
There  is  no  immortality  beside.  O  then  let  that 
death  scene  preach  to  you  and  to  us  all,  that 
laying  aside  every  meaner  pursuit,  we  may  seek 
first  the  kingdom  of  God  and  his  righteousness. 

May  the  blessing  of  that  kingdom  sustain  her 
widowed  heart,  whom  a  nation's  sympathy  can 
never  compensate  for  the  loss  of  a  husband. 

Even  so  grant,  Lord  Jesus.     Amen. 
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